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THE 
LOSS O' THE PACK. 
4 TRUE TALE. 


{ Recited is the Charafter of a Poor Pedlar } 


| *Booroarr I hate, quo' girning Maggy Pringle, 
Syne barl'd Watty, greeting, thro? the ingle. 
Since this ſell queſtion ſeems ſac lang to hing on, 
In twa-three words I'll gie ye my opinion. 


| F 
I wha ſtand here, in this bare ſcoury coat, F, 
Was'ance a Packman, werdy mony a groat: w 


Pve carried packs as big's your meikle table; 
I've ſcarted pats, and fleepet in a ſtable: 

Sax pounds 1 wadna for my pack ance ta'en, 
And I could bauldly brag 'twas a* mine 2in- 


© & 


Aye! thae war days indeed, that gart me hope, 
Aeblins, thro* time, to warlle up a thop: 
And as a wiſe ay in my noddle ran, 
| kend my Kate wad grapple at me than. 
0 Kate was paſt compare! ſic cheeks! fic een! 
Sic ſmiling looks! were never, never ſeen. | 
Dear, dear | lo'ed her, and whane'er we met, 
Pleaded to have the bridal-day but ſet: 
Stapped: her pouches ſu* of preens and Jaces, 
And thought myſe!' weel paid w!' twa-three kifles, 
Yet ſtill ſhe put it aff frac day to day, 
Ard aſten kindly 1n my lug wad ſay, 
&Ae balf-year langer's no nae unco ſtop, 
* We'll marry than, and ſyne ſet up a ſhop.” 


O Sir, but laſſes words are ſaft and fair! 
They ſooth our grieſs, and baniſh ilka care : 
Wha wadna toi] to pleaſe the laſs he lo'es? 

A lover true, minds th;s in a? he does. 

Finding her mind was thus ſac firmly bent, . 
And tha I cou*dna get her to releut, 

There was nought left, but quietly to reſign, 
To beegze my pack for ae lang hard campaion ; 
And, as the Highlands was the place for meat, 
| ventur'd there in ſpite of wind and weet. 


Cauld now the Winter blew, and deep the ſna' 
For three bale days, inceſlantly did fa”. 
Fir in a muir, amang the whirling driſt, 
Whar nought was ſeen but mountains and the life, 
[loſt my road, and wander'd mony a mile, 
Maiſt dead wi' bunger, cauld, and fright, and toil, 
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Thys wand'ring, eaſt or weſt, [ kend na* where, 

My mind o'ercome wi! ' gloom and black deſpair, 
Wri'a fcll ringe, I ps In at ance, forſooth, 
Down thro? a wreath o' ſnaw, up co my mouth, 

Clean o'er my bead my precious wallet flew, 

Hut whar it gaed, Lord hens, 1 never bnew / 


_ What great misfortunes arepou ad downon ſome, 
I thought my fearfu' hinderen? was come! 
Wy grief and ſorrow was my ſfaul o 'ercaſt, 
11k breath I drew was like to be my laſt; 
| For ay the mair 1 warfl'd roun' and roun” 
I fand myſel' ay ſtick the deeper down; 
Till ance, at length, wi' ae prodigious pull 
I drew my poor cauld carcaſe ſrac the hole, 


I.ang, lang, I fought and graped for my pack, 
Till nizht, and huncer forc'd me ta come back. 
' For three lang hours | wander'd up and down, 
Till chnnee, at laſt, convey'd me to a town: 
| There, wi'a trembling hand, 1 wrote my Kate 
A ſad account of a* my luckleſs fate; 
But bade her ay be kind, and no deſpair, 
Since life was leſt, I ſoon wad oather mair; 
Wi whilk, I hop'd, within a towmond's date 
To be at hame, and ſhare it a*' wi' Kate. 


Fool that I was, how little did I think - 
That love wad ſoon be loſt ſor fa't o* ink. 
The loſs of ſair won wealth, tho? hard to bear, 
Afore this—ne'cr had pow'r to ſorce a tear. 
1 truſted time wad bring things round again, 
nd Kate, cear Kate! wad then be a' minc ain; 


(3 } 


Confol'd my mind in hopes o' better luck, 

But, O! what ſad reverſe ! bow th: inderflruck ! 

Whan ae black day brought word frae Rab my 
brither, 

Taat K ate was cried, and married on anither / 


Tho* a' my friends, and itks comrade ſweet, 
At ance, had drapped fauld dead at my fect; 
Or, tho? I'd heard the laſt day's dreadiu' ca?, 
Nae deeper horror o'er my heart coy'd fa” ; 

l curs'd myſel, I curs'd my luckleſs fate, 
And grat—and ſabbing cried—0O Kate ! O Kate / 


Frae that day forth—1I never mair did weel, 
But drank, and ran headformoſt to the deet. 
My filler vaniſh'd; far frae hame Ipin'd; 

But Kate, ſor ever ran acroſs my mind, 
In hey were a! my bopes —thefe bopes wwere vain, 
And now—T1'!l never fee her like again, 


'Twas this, Sir, Preſident, that gart me ſlart, | 
Wi meikle grief and ſorrow at my heart, 
To gie my vote, frac /ad experience, here, | 
That di iſappointed love ts war to bear : 


Tr thouſand times, than loſs of warld 5 gear. 
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« Come under my plaidy, the night's gaun to fa; 
$6 Come in frac the cauld blaſt, the drift, and the 
ſnaw : : 


Ls Come under oy: plaidy, and lie lun beſide me; 
 #* "There's room in't dear laſſic! believe me, for twa. 


II, 


&« Come under my plaidy, and lie down beſide me, 


* I'll hap ye frac ev'ry cauld blaſt that will blaw; 
* Ocome under my plaidy, and lie down beſide me, 
F There's room in't, dear laſſic! believe me, for twa. 


1m. 


_ # Gae *'wa w1i' your plaidy! auld Donald, gae wal 


* Tfear na*' the cauld blaſt, the drift, nor the ſna': 
* Gae 'wa wi' yonr plaidy! PII no lie beſide ye; 
f Ye might be my gutchard; auld Donald, gae 'wa! 


So, 


| IV. 
i'm gaun to meet Johnny, he's young and he's 

bonny ; 

He's been at Meg? $ bridal, fou trig and fou braw! 

'0 there's nane dance ſac lightly, fac gracefu', fac 

_ tightly, 

'His cheeks are lice rats, his brow” s like the 

ſnaw, 


V. 
© Dear MAR10N let that flee ſtick faſt to the waz 
Your Jock's but a gowk, and has nacthing ava; 
«The hale o* his pack, he has vow on his back; 
6 e's tbretty, and I'm bat Ree and t7wa { 


+; | 
© Be frank now and ki indly: ru buſk you ay bnely; 


© At kirk or at market they'll nane gang fae bra"; 
* Abein houfe to bide in, a chaiſe for to ride in, / 
« And funkics to tend ye as faſt as ye ca'.” 


| vil, 
'My father's ay telPd me, my mither and a', 
whip mak” a gude buſband, and keep me ay bra! 
"it's true I lo'e Johnny, he's gude and he's bonny, 
' But waes me! I ken he has racthing ava / 


VIIL. 
'Thae little tocher ; you've made a gude offer; 
'Fm now mair than ?#zvexty; my time is but ſma'! 
'dac give me your plaidy; ll creep ia beſide ye, 
"Ithought ye'd beer auider than tre ſcore and tw! 


The day was appointed, his proud heart it dunte 8 


' Plain Lvvs is the cauldeſt blaſt now that can bla'h 


(8) 


IX. 
She crap in ayont him, beſide the ttane wa', | 
Whar Johnny was liſning, and heard her tell af 


And ſtrack 'gainſt his ſide as if burſuing 1n twa, Y 


| R. | 
He wander'd hame weary, the ni ight it was dreary 
And thowlels, he tint his gate deep *mang the ſna' | 
The howlet was fcreaming, while Johnny cried 
» iP Women : 


Wad marry the devil wad be keep them bra'.” 


fs -# 


| © the deel's in the lafſes! ſac fond to ang bra' k 
- They'll lie down wi auld men o' FOUR SCORE ang 


_TWwa; 
The hale o' this nattiage;is gowd and a carriage; 


XII. 
Yet dotards be wary, tak' tent wha ye marry; 
Young wives 19 their coaches will whip and will ca} 
Till they'll meet wi ſome ROnP; that's youth! 
—— bony, 
And he'll gi'e ye V7 EY on ilk baffi to clan] 


FINJS8, 


